LOTUS SALAD 


HE American colony at Magella was limited. 

The Fairchild Company, owners of the Christina 
and Marias mines, employed Magellans and Indians, 
The American railway, which already had_pene- 
trated beyond the mountains into the great plains 
of the interior, was being built by Magellans under 
the direction of American engineers, The engineers 
themselves lived on location, moving from camp to 
camp as the great road advanced, and coming into 
the city of Magella only when their thirst for amuse- 
ment and civilization drove them to make the journey. 

Magella had no American society to speak of. Those 
nephews and nieces of Uncle Sam who had drifted 
down the tropic seas to the sandy shores of the little 
republic were a sort of human flotsam and jetsam. 
The tide of life had caught them somewhere in the 
States, their hold on the native shore had weakened 
and they had fioated away southward, to the land 
of easy promises and unpaid debts. The Consul knew 
them all by sight. Sooner or later each piece of 
human driftwood washed into the Consulate and 
tried to make believe that it had grounded on native 
soil. The Consul always played up. The hot sun 
of Magella had not dried the home-town essence of 
Uncle Sam’s obscure representative. He spoke Span- 
ish and Italian like a true bilingual Magellan, but 
his English was flavored with clipped syllables. and 
a nasal twang when he wanted it to be. He tuned 
his lute to his audience. He could, being a Harvard 
man, out-Oxford a Bostonian. And he could make a 
Carolinian cracker feel at home. He had a decent 
sense of responsibility toward the feverish wan- 
derers from his own land. Most of them longed for 
America. Few of them ever went back there. They 
starved, gambled, drank, dreamed, cheated, and died 
under the white-hot sky of a country they pretended 
to hate. And the Consul understood. 

He understood because Magella had played the 
same tricks with his inner being. He wanted to go 
home, and he never had. He contemplated the danc- 
ing, deep-blue sea, and the fruit steamers cutting 
white paths out through the narrow jaws of the har- 
bor and northward to New Orleans, Pensacola, Key 
West, Baltimore. Home! The Consul stood on the 
beach, his straw hat tipped over his eyes, a green 
umbrella held aloft, a cigarette in one corner of his 
mouth. And always he turned back to the Consulate 
with a sigh, and spent the rest of the day lying in a 
hammock in the courtyard, fanning himself with 
a defunct newspaper and whispering to his parrot: 

“I ama fool. Thrice a fool. I belong in the elm- 
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Behind him, wide-eyed, silent, tense, a crowd of chocolate adventurers watched the play. 
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tree country. I ought to be pitching hay in an old 
red barn or teaching school at the Corners. I ought 
to be married to a blond woman who wears crisp 
gingham aprons. I long for the odor of fresh-baked 
cookies and steamed prunes.” 

Then he looked around the sunny courtyard with 
its wilt-orange trees, blazing flowers, and patches of 
sunlight, and, yawning, reached for a tall glass of 
something cold. Thereafter the hammock swung 
lazily in the late afternoon breeze, the parrot shrieked, 
the fruit steamer sailed up the world toward home, 
and the Consul, with the newspaper over his face, 
slept the sleep of those who dream. 


A braceacens were others in Magella, homeless ones who 
stared at the buoyant sea with envy and longing. 
Schreiber, the pharmacist, who had followed a fe- 
male fortune teller from Butte to Magella and had 
lost: her there, twenty years ago. Peterson, the 
banker, whose past was as enticing as a picture 
puzzle. McCarthy, the big red-headed Irish man- 
ager of the Christina mines. Luisa, a light-o’-love 
from New Orleans. And Cavanaugh. 

There were not many, you see. McCarthy and 
Peterson were the aristocrats of the colony. Cavya- 
naugh was easily the dregs. On the:islands and 
along the Indian coast he would have been-called a 
beachcomber. In Magella he was referred to as a 
gentleman of leisure. Leisure was his stock in trade, 
his fetish, the bride of his soul. .Ten years before 
the beginning of this story he had arrived in Ma- 
gella aboard the steamer Libertad, bringing three 
trunk: loads of fur from Philadelphia. Some one 
had told him that the Magellans were a luxury- 
loving, money-spending people not unlike the Rus- 
sians. Cavanaugh had figured on Magella- being 
somewhere near. the South Pole. : 

He arrived on a blistering-hot January day. He 
and his three trunks full of furs went ashore in a 
native boat piloted by naked Indians. The city was 
unbearably white. Behind it the towering peaks of 
the Santa Christina swam in a haze of wavering 
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heat fumes. The narrow streets were crowded with 
barefoot people in white linen, all wearing enormous 
straw sombreros with chocolate-cream crowns. Some 
of these people were cinnamon-colored, some were 
bronzed, black-haired, stony-eyed. There were Ital- 
ians, Spaniards—flotsam and jetsam from all the 
world. They kept under the shop awnings or walked 
gravely in the middle of the cobbled streets, holding 
green umbrellas against the blistering sun. The air 
was heavy with the scent of tropical flowers. 

“If this is Russia,” Cavanaugh groaned, “I am the 
Little. White Brother.” He took out his handker- 
chief and wiped tears and perspiration away from 
his cheeks, 

Then-he sought the Consul. In those days the 
Consul was young and uninitiated; so far he had not 
tasted of the exotic fruit of dreams. So he listened 
to Cavanaugh’s tale of woe, fitted him out with a 
horse, a pack mule, and a native guide, and sent him 
back into the untamed wilderness of the campagna 
to sell his stock of furs to the Tapadas—those 
sphinx-eyed Indians of frivolous taste. Cavanaugh 
departed. What happened to him no one ever found 
out. He came back to Magella, on foot, pallid, fever- 
ish, his eyes burning, his clothes in ribbons, He had 
some gold arid no furs. Somewhere in that wild 
land of plain and forest he had drunk of the tropic 
sleeping potion. And thereafter he was no good. 


EN YEARS. To-day Cavanaugh filled the un- 

enviable. position of official gentleman of leisure 
in the American colony. He had borrowed money of 
every white man in the republic. Some hidden scruple 
held him from taking money from those cinnamon 
and bronze men who wore white linen clothes, silver 
rings, diamond scarfpins, and who carried thin bam- 
boo canes—half-breed politicians and trouble makers. 
Cavanaugh had his code. He never drank with an 
Indian, and he always wore shoes. He had been 
known to sell his honor for imported American foot- 
‘wear, yellow, polished, stub-toed, hideous. He was 
atragic figure. He was perfectly bald and his round 


The tropics had “got” him again 


cranium shone like an ivory egg. His eyebrows and - 
eyelashes were a fiery red. When he smiled there 
was a flash of gold from many expensively filled 
teeth—relics- of that Philadelphian glory which; 
obsessed him. He was a bum, a wretch, a degraded, 
senseless creature squatting in the enervating sun 
of a strange land, always drunk, always obscene. 
Yet Cavanaugh had a manner. Every time the 
Consul kicked him downstairs or lent him a dollar 
he thought sadly: “The fellow’s decent—some- 
where. But the spark is far down—out of sight— 
if it’s there at all.” 

There is a story about Cavanaugh. But before 
we tell it there must be a word spoken about polit- 
ical crazy quilts, ambition, gold, and love. 


RESIDENT DIEGO was the momentary dictator 

of Magella. He was a Royalist, a man of the old 
school, martial, proud, dark-skinned, with a’ crown 
of snowy hair and Kain-tucky Colonel whiskers 
twisted into points. American influence had put 
him in the palace; American dollars, poured into 
the Magellan treasury via the powerful Fairchild 
Company, kept him there. President Diego’s seat 
was as insecure as a cireus rider’s. Anarchy, polit- 
ical corruption, envy, stupidity, all seethed around 
the white stuccoed walls of his palace. Would-be 
dictators strutted through the streets of the city, 
buttonholing would-be followers and bursting into 
skyrocket oratorical showers on the slightest provo- 
cation. One party, the Nationalists, had already 
been quenched by the Fairchild Company and a little 
army of American workmen from the mines. When 
the smoke of that eruption cleared, peace reigned 
again in Magella. Outwardly—that is. Beneath 
the placid surface the Nationalists were still seeth- 
ing, seeking another crater through which their red- 
hot anti-Royalism might escape in a shower of bul- 
lets and patriotism. Back in the campagna Diego’s 
most crafty enemy, a half-breed called Cammarillo, 
went about from rancho to rancho, from village to 
village, gathering together cutthroats and adven- 
turers, forming an army of sorts with which to at- 
tack Magella, destroy the American railway, take 
Possession of the mines, and establish the greasy, 
impassive Cammarillo himself in that white-walled 
palace on the Piazza Independenza. 

This was the exact state of affairs in Magella 
one sunny morning when Cava- S 
naugh, the ex-fur merchant from x 
Philadelphia, rose from his squat- 
ting position in the hot sands rim- 
ming the Esplanade, and, stretching 
his arms above his head, wandered 
off in search of a drink. He had 
a few copper pennies in his pocket 
—just enough for a glass of 
fiery, cheap wine sold in the 
black little shops along the 
Via Nazionale. After one 
drink life loomed like 
a blank page, empty 
of all save failure 
and despair, the elu- 
sive and eternal 
mirage of borrowed 
money, more drink, 
dreams, memories, 
ugliness. Finally, ae 
Cavanaugh knew, the ba 
damnable country 
would “get” him. He 
would die on _ the 
beach, loco, bitten by 2 
flies, thirsty, despised. Gag 

He went into the 
Café Albion, sat down 
at one of the cane- 
topped tables, and 
plunged his gaze into 
the little glass of 
ruby-colored liquid. 
Presently some one 
took the opposite chair 
and called for vino 
bianco. Cavanaugh, 
tipping back his head 
to let the flaming 
drops burn down his 
throat, met the bland 
eyes of a dapper Magellan in a silyer-corded som- 
brero. 

“You are an American, I believe?” 

“Philadelphian,” Cavanaugh answered thickly but 
with a certain pride. 

The other man opened an elaborate cigarette case, 


eye. 
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The beachcomber noticed that his hands were white 
and long, with pointed fingers. “I have never met 
an American,” he said in an ingratiating voice, “who 
did not love liberty.” 

Cavanaugh eyed him out of one blue, red-lashed 
The other was tightly closed. There was a 
sudden flash of his astounding gold teeth—capital, 
alas, which brought little income! “Liberty. I 
get you. There is a job for me. What is it that 
you want me to do? And how much?” 

The Magellan’s teeth flashed too, a white flash 
that was sinister and beautiful. He paid for both 
drinks and rose from the table. “Follow me,” 
he said. ... 

An hour later Cavanaugh swaggered down the Via 
Nazionale with ten thousand dollars in his pocket. 
They had been paid into his broad palm by the lean 
fingers of the dapper Magellan. One by one, crisp, 
thousand-dollar American bank notes, he had ac- 
cepted them, while his heart pounded and his blood 
coursed through his veins like galloping horses. Ten 
thousand dollars—to do a little thing for a man he 
had never seen and never would see. A very little 
thing. 

He crossed the Piazza, feeling that he owned the 
town. He glanced at the black-haired Indian girls 
selling sweets in the glowing shadow of the cathe- 
dral. He raised his eyes to barred windows and 
encountered the liquid gaze of pretty, sequestered 
Magellan women. He grinned at them, doffing ‘his 
tattered straw hat. But he did not linger. Straight 
across the dusty city to the Esplanade, straight to 
Luisa, the light-o’-love from New Orleans, who was 
usually to be found in the dark sala of the Café 
Nazionale. Cavanaugh knew his Magella. She was 
there, leaning her elbows on her favorite table, her 
eyes on space, or on some invisible tapestry of 
dreams. Except for Luisa, the room was empty. 
Two long shafts of white sunlight, like dagger 
thrusts, hurtled through the half-closed blinds and 
stabbed the floors. 

“Hello,” said Cavanaugh. 

Luisa looked up. She had never forgotten New 
Orleans. The fashion of Carondelet Street, 1906, 


still clung to her plumed hat, her elaborate lace 
waist, her pointed shoes. But Magella had crept 
into her eyes. “Hello, yourself,” she said. 

Once upon a time, in a day of supreme degrada- 
tion, Luisa had snubbed the ex-fur merchant. To- 
day he patronized her. Clapping his hands, he sum- 


“Your own tongue got you into trouble. Here comes the President. Get up and listen” 
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moned Ignacio, the barefooted, doe-eyed master of 
ceremonies, and ordered drinks—not the consuming 
thimbleful of fiery mozo beverage, but true vino 
bianco. Luisa, opening her languid eyes, smiled 
‘at him. 

“Por Dios!” she said, being more than half Span- 
ish by this time. “You must have looted the Ameri- 
can mines. You spend money like a Fairchild.” 

Cavanaugh’s lips parted. He slapped his pockets 
and winked. Happiness had given him something 
of his old braggadocio, had straightened his shoul- 
ders and put strength into his shambling body. 
“Ten thousand dollars,” he whispered, watching her 
narrowly, “a good day’s work—eh, muchachita? 
And for nothing. A little thing, easily done.” 

Luisa did not answer. She waited until the two 
blinding shafts of sunlight had moved across the 
floor, had shortened, had turned a flaming red; until 
Cavanaugh, the fur merchant, had consumed enough 
vino bianco to float his dreams in the pure essence 
of mountain grape, a Dionysian sea of intoxication. 
Then she leaned.across the narrow table and put 
her hand lightly over his. “That very little thing 
—so easily done—have you done it yet, amigo?” 

Cavanaugh shook his head. Some half-forgotten 
Philadelphian propriety made him shake off her 
hand. “Not yet. But don’t doubt me. I hate this 
country. It has swallowed me. Swallowed. Lost. 
I want to go home. You know what that means, 
don’t you? Decent houses. Decent food. Decent 
women. Shoes. Everyone wears shoes in Phila- 
delphia.” (He said “Fildela.”) “I’m going back. 
Just as soon as I’ve kept my promise. I’m a man 
of honor. Swallowed. Oh, my God!” 

He covered his eyes with his hands and then 
looked at her again with haggard despair. “I'll 
tell you,” he whispered. 


HAT is how Luisa heard of the little transac- 
tion which had taken place earlier in the day 
between Cavanaugh and the slim-fingered Magellan 
in the silyer-eorded sombrero. It seems that the 
sly half-breed, Cammarillo, longed to rid the world 
of President Diego. He had sent an agent—the 
slim-handed one—to bribe that leisurely 
scoundrel of a fur merchant with ten crisp 
one-thousand dollar notes. Cavanaugh was 
to scale the wall of the presidential palace 
and drop into the tangled branches of one 
of the old live oaks in the garden. It was 
whispered that young Fairchild, son of the 
great Fairchild himself, had fallen in love 
with Diego’s daughter. Cammarillo knew 
~ that once every month the young American 
loped down from the railway camp mounted 
on a mule and, after shaving himself care- 
fully at the Consulate, presented himself at 
the Palace. Cammarillo knew also that 
Diego always received the Ameri¢an jn the 
garden, and that Miss Diego smiled into her 
suitor’s eyes over a table set, in the Euro- 
pean fashion, for the serving of 
tea. Esta bueno! Benissimo! 
Cavanaugh was to wait in the oak 
until the pretty scene was well 
under way. Then he was to fire 
point-blank at the President, throw 
his revolver at young Fairchild’s 
feet and escape, thus ridding Ma- 
gella of two evils—a Royalist 
ruler and an American who 
had threatened to dominate the 
publie fancy. 

“You know,” Luisa told the 
Consul the morning after 
Cavanaugh’s whispered con- 
fession, “how popular 
that lad is! In the 
city they call him Si- 
gnor Pug. I’m telling 
you what Cavanaugh 
said because some 
one is going to get 
hurt besides Diego. 
I don’t care how 
many presidents are 
killed—they come and 
go. But Pug Fair- 
child is an Ameri- 
can. He’s game.” 

The Consul stared at the light-o’-love from New 
Orleans with something like admiration. She had 
never crossed the threshold of the Consulate before. 
Of all those tragi-comie wanderers she was the only 
one whose love of country did not include an in- 
satiable love of (Continued on page 22) 
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borrowing money. She was disheveled and tearful. 
Cavanaugh’s vino bianco had put a sort: eA Ge Aye 
mana tremor in her voice. *But the Consul: pines th 

she was telling the truth. 

“That’s all right, ” he said kindly. “Pi warn Mr. 
Fairchild. He is coming in to-day. Cammarillo’s 
man must have known that too. Is Cavanaugh 
sober?” 

Luisa wiped her eyes with a dingy lace handker- 
chief and shook her head. “He has a flame in his 
bosom,” she said. “A hate. Drink can’t put it out.” 

The Consul laughed and went with her to the 
door, giving her his hand at parting. Luisa glanced 
above him at the American flag hanging in lazy folds 
over the: ‘entrance to the Consulate. But she said 
nothing, “Phe Consul watched her picking her way 
down the narrow. street, holding her velvet skirt 
away from the dusty cobblestones, the plumes on 
her hat attracting the hilarious attention of every 
passer-by. Then he went back to the cool patio and, 
climbing into the hammock, waited for Pug Fair- 
child to come down from the campagna. 


T noon he came. He was a big, reckless, gay 

American with an ‘infectious grin and serious 
eyes. He never stood still or waited for things to 
happen. Wherever he was, things happened, any- 
way. He liked the world and the people in it; no 
one trifled with his faith without repenting. His 
father owned the Santa’ Christina mines behind Ma- 
gella, but Pug Fairchild’s vision was not clogged 
with gold. 

He ran up the steps of the Consulate, saw that 
the Consul was still asleep in the patio, possessed 
himself of the tin bathtub in the kitchen, and was 
presently heard to splash and sing, while the Con- 
sul’s Indian boy, beside himself with mirth, fried a 
dozen eggs for lunch. 

“Oh, you Americano,” the Consul said, waking to 
this serenade of soap, song, and frying pans. “Come 
here, I have news for thee.” 

Presently Pug appeared in the sunny courtyard, 
shining, clad in a suit of immaculate duck. He tipped 
the drowsy Consul out of the hammock. “You have 
eaten of the lotus,” he said gravely. 

The Consul sat up and rubbed his eyes. “You are 
the antidote,” he laughed. . 

At lunch he told his guest of Luisa, her tearful 
story, and the brave intentions of one Cavanaugh in 
whose breast a hate was burning. 

“Some day,” he said, “you may grow to understand 
this country. The ways of it are passing strange. 
You have already seen a revolution. You have al- 
ready acquired a nickname, which is only another 
synonym for immortality. There are others—Teddy, 
Old To-morrow, K. of K., Papa Joffre. Charlie— 
and Signor Pug! But you have still to know the 
soul of Magella. It is inconstant, adorable, and dam- 
nable. To-day you are a popular caballero. The sun 

shines. Listen! You can hear the 

sea breaking on the Esplanade, the 

birds singing, the laughter of 

pes women and children. Carrambos! 

‘ — By heck! You have had a bath 

=) and all is well with the world. 
~~ And somewhere in this town there 

is a bloated toad of a Yankee with 
a soul so black that he would kill 
your prospective papa- 

in-law and throw you 

Ko. into jail. Then all I 
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.could do would be as useless as trying to 
‘stop the turning of the globe by sticking my 


“world.” 
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toes into the ground. _ You. would 
die, amigo, and neither your father’ Ss 
name nor the gold in 
the Christinas, nor that 
flag could. stop these 
loving Magellans from 
shooting you full of 
holes. It is a strange 


Pug glanced at the 
tip of his cigarette. 
Very deliberately ~ he 
flicked the ashes into 
a bed of blazing flowers. 
“Haven’t you got any-- 
thing cheerful to say?” 
he queried. 

The Consul smiled. 
“Much. - Your enemy 
opened his heart to a 
lady. A lady from New 
Orleans. And she, being 
a woman of fine perception and honor, came to me 
with the scenario of the crime. Cavanaugh is going 
to shoot the President from the branches of an old 
oak tree’in the garden. Bene! You can go across 
the roofs and spoil his aim.” 

They did not speak again of Cavanaugh. Instead 
they talked of many things—railways, mushrooms, 
comic opera, gold, primitive morality, ethnology, 
poker, and eggnog. The Consul was electrical with 
happiness. He had discarded the Creole drawl] with 
which he had helped Luisa to eloquence and was 
back on his native soil—Tremont Street. 
patio, the parrot, the square of purple sky faded 
into the gray luxury of the St. Botolph Club. For 
three hours twin spirals of cigarette smoke drifted 
lazily into the Magellan ether. And the Consul 
forgot. 

At four Pug rose, yawned, loosened the revolver 
in the pocket of his white coat, and ran quickly up the 
flight of stone stairs that led to the roof of the Con- 
sulate. There he could see the harbor, where a single 
rusty fruit steamer rode at anchor, the giant Chris- 
tina kindling in the glow of the setting sun, the flat 
roofs of the ’dobe city, and away to the south the 
square patch of rich green where Cavanaugh waited. 
Pug waved his hand to the Consul and padded softly 
across the sea of glaring roofs to the reckoning. 


IAVANAUGH, in the meantime, had sobered him- 

self a bit by holding his bald head under one of 
the jets of crystal water that leaps from the basin 
of the Fountain of Abundance in the Piazza. He 
climbed the stuccoed wall of the palace and, wrig- 
gling into the compact green of the oak, lay full 
length upon one of its twisted limbs, like a bloated 
cobra. Against his heart nine thousand eight hun- 
dred dollars and forty-three cents nestled warmly. 


_ Whenever his courage flagged he put his fingers on 


the inspiring wad and felt his heart swell to burst- 
ing. What was a president, or even two? The coun- 


; try had cheated him. Him—Cavanaugh—a proud 


Philadelphian. Swallowed. Like a snake swallow- 
ing a rabbit. For a moment the ex-fur merchant 

‘ had tears of self-pity in his eyes. 

Just then Signor Pug—catfoot- 
ing along the top of the wall— 
caught sight of the obese assassin 
and dropped on him without cere- 
mony. They landed in the soft, 
deep grass of the President’s gar- 
den and rolled over and 
over locked in each 
other’s arms. .Cava- 


Now, a fallen angel, he traveled this path again 
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“Ten thousand dollars, a good day’s work—eh, muchachita?” 


naugh was weak with happiness and vino bianco. 
Presently he lay on his back and gazed into the 
smiling face of Signor Pug. 

“Leave me go,” he whistled faintly, “or I’/ll shoot 
you dead.” 

“You can’t,” Pug laughed, “because I’ve got your 
gun. And a nice little gun it is too, with Cammarillo 
written on it in mother-o’-pearl.” 


Cavanaugh wriggled and fought for breath. . 


“Luisa—” he managed to say. 

“Not Luisa at all,’ Pug answered, digging his 
thumb into the fur merchant’s windpipe with pleas- 
urable sensations. “Your own tongue got you into 
trouble, Mr. Cavanaugh. Here comes the President. 
Get up and listen for your cues,” 


RESIDENT DIEGO came down the garden path 

with Miss Diego on his arm. The checkered sun- 
light touched her white dress.’ Her eyes were full 
of love and mischief. Signor Pug assisted the 
wretched Cavanaugh to his feet and turned to greet 
father and daughter with a bow that a caballero 
might have envied. With a sweep of his arm he 
introduced the apoplectic fur merchant. 

“Mr. Cavanaugh. A fellow countryman. A dear 
friend. Noted biologist. Fond of gymnastics.” 

President Diego bowed. Miss Diego, who had been 
educated in Pittsburgh, put out a friendly hand. And 
Cavanaugh, blindly, desperately, shook it. Where- 
upon he was invited to tea. The table was set in the 
very shadow of that murderous old oak. Pug and 
Miss Diego, sitting very close on one side of the 
table, contrived to touch each other’s hands while 
they groped for the sugar tongs and assorted cups 
and saucers. Cavanaugh, balanced on the edge of 
a chair, found himself conversing with President 
Diego. Fine-looking old chap, now that you saw 
him close—a little dark, but not one of those choco- 
late fellows, after all. He had a careful English 
aecent of which he seemed inordinately proud, caress- 
ing each word as if he had just taken it out of 
tissue-paper wrapping. He wore a frock coat made 
of linen, and a red necktie. 

Cavanaugh, brushing the dust off his knees and 
pulling his own necktie toward the front of his 
disreputable collar, tried to grasp the terrible sig- 
nificance of the moment. He, Cavanaugh, was havy- 
ing tea with the man he had promised to shoot 
through the heart. 
Liked Philadelphia. Not one of these contemptuous 
fancy soldiers. Regular old grandpop. Suddenly 
Cavanaugh became conscious of a burning in his 
breast. He put his fingers inside his coat and 
touched the thick roll of bank notes. He felt drops 
of perspiration on his forehead, an intolerable dry- 


‘ness in his mouth. 


“And where,” Diego asked, “do you live—in Ma- 
gella, I mean?” 

Cavanaugh glanced desperately at Pug. “On the 
Esplanade,” he finally answered, having in mind his 
bed in the burning, crab-ridden sands. 

Diego was impressed. He looked at Cavanaugh 
with admiration; a sort of deference crept into his 
voice. He began to talk of his political difficul- 
ties, his ambition for Magella. His resonant voice 
struck against Cavanaugh’s heart like hammer blows 


against false (Continued on page 50) 
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A THERMOS 
LUNCH KIT for 
your food—A THERMOS 
Bottle for your drink—and 
THERMOS magic to keep 
them furnace hot or freez- 
ing cold as your heart de- 
sires, that’s the sum and 
substance of the THER- 
MOS story! 


Use Thermos Whether 
Lunch Kit, Bottle, Jugs, 
Carafes, and Food Jars 


Keeps food and drink hot or 
cold as they come from the 
oven or the ice-box and keeps 
them that way for hours, cooked 
to a turn or frozen to a finish, 
whenever, wherever, however 
served! 


Awarded Grand Prize at all 
International Expositions 


American Thermos Bottle Company 
35-37 West 31st St. » New York, N.Y. 


Factories: Norwich, Conn., Toronto, Canada 


When you visit NewYork this summer 


spend the week-end at beautiful Briarcliff, Golf—a truly “‘he-man’s”’ course, sporty in 
overlooking the majestic Hudson among the extreme. Horseback—spirite horses 


the picturesque hills of Westchester. 


Away and miles of splendid roads. Tennis—no 


from the noise, and heat of overcrowded better courts anywhere. Motoring—the 
Manhattan, Briarcliff Lodge bids you finest of cars at your service for an after- 


welcome. 


noon’s tour of the beautiful Croton Lakes. 


Only 28 miles from the heart of the city, Swimming—a wonderfully inviting pool. 
Briarcliff Lodge is ideally situated on a Cuisine—famous for seventeen years. Danc- 
hilltop with a wonderful scenic panorama ing and Music, of course. 

stretching away for miles in every direc- ‘There’s a quiet, gracious air of genuine 


tion. There’s a charm about this glorious itali ZI 
couatsy: tosteley thet taille, hospitality about the Lodge that will make 


And if it’s recreation rather than rest pocsis return Se after year. Write today 


you seek— 


you readily understand why the same 


illustrated booklet and rates. 


25 ’ r BRIARCLIFF MANOR, N. Y. 
N. Y. Office, 402 Madison Ave. 
viarclifé Lodge =e 
Branch Office, PEARL & OO. 
Members N. ¥. Stock Exchange 


winning a horse race. 

Gallops came down the stretch to 
the wire bedecked with twinkling lights 
and passed under the wire, ten good 
lengths in front of the second horse. 

There was a surprised murmur in 
the stand, because none of those hard- 
boiled racegoers had ever before wit- 
nessed a lit-up jockey coming home on 
an illuminated horse. I glanced over 
toward Harmony Childs and beheld a 
pitiful sight. He was clinging weakly 
to a pillar and had turned the color 
of fresh ashes. A few seats off, Omar 
Gill arose with a glad, brisk smile, 
gave vent to a shriek of triumph and 
started down for the betting ring, in- 
tending to begin the collection of large 
‘sums of money. 

There was a terrible shindy down 
on the track a moment later with at- 
tendants attacking Schwartz and drag- 
ging him from his mount. The as- 
tounded judges sent for our jockey and 
shrieked at him. Harmony and I crept 
into the crowd and when Schwartz be- 
gan to talk to the judges, it was clear 
enough. He stated briefly that Mr. 
Gill, part owner of the horse, had or- 
dered him to wear a wiring system and 
pocket battery and to turn on the juice 
coming down the stretch. 

“What for?” yelled an astonished 
judge. 

“So’s you’d be sure to see me,” said 
Schwartz, and then they pulled him 
off Gallops and disqualified him. 


N modern race tracks there is a 

strong prejudice against jockeys and 
horses carrying a full electric equip- 
ment, so the officials took about a min- 
ute to rule Gallops out of that race en- 
tirely. It was just the same as though 
he had never run. They gave the Em- 
pire Handicap to a skate named Phelo- 
pian which had finished a block behind 
our night runner. Harmony had the 
blind staggers at this point, and I led 
him around behind the stand and into 
the yard where the cars start for San 
Diego. Omar was nowhere. So was 
our forty-three thousand dollars. | 

On the way back to the hotel, where 
we owed quite a bill, Harmony slunk 
back in the corner.of a seat, with an 
unlighted cigarette drooping from his 
lewer lip. He looked as miserable as 
I felt. 

“George,” he said finally, as we ap- 
proached town, “when Omar was a 
boy he fell off a high bridge. Nothing 
saved his life but the fact that he fell 
into the water, which was about nine 
feet deep. He hurt himself quite a bit. 
And it was too bad.” 

“Too bad he hurt himself?” I asked 
in surprise. 

“No,” said Harmony, “too bad there 
was any water in that river.” 

Then we got off the car and walked 
into the hotel, just three meals away 
from death by slow starvation. 


Lotus Salad 


Continued from page 22 


metal. The garden was sleepy, pow- 
dered with dusty gold sunlight and 
sweet with the scent of flowers. There 
was a faint breath of air from the sea. 
Presently Signor Pug and Miss Diego 
wandered away and sat on the rim of 
an ofd fountain and splashed each other 
and laughed. Cavanaugh was left 
alone with his victim. Diego, drawing 
his chair closer, offered him a cigar 
and asked his advice—would it be bet- 
ter to ignore the revolutionary element, 
or did Mr. Cavanaugh think it wiser 
to attack Cammarillo before his army 
had assumed dangerous proportions? A 
ticklish business. And so much at stake 
—the prosperity of the country, many 
lives, foreign prestige. 

“As a distinguished American,” Diego 
said, “a man of science, a thinker— 
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Its antiseptic, germ- proof 
film dries almost instantly 
but resists wear and wash- 
ing for many days. 

It is a convenient “first 
aid” for cuts, scrapes and 
all minor skin injuries. 


“Never Neglect 
a Break in the Skin” 


Be sure you get 
genuine New- 
Skin, not an 
inferior substi- 
tute. 

All Druggists — 
15 and 30 cents, 


NEWSKIN CO. 
NEW YORK 
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“Orthopedic” 
Keeps Good Feet Good 


You who have feet free from corns, 
callouses, bunions, sagging arches 
or other foot troubles should aim 
to keep them that way. 
The Orthopedic is a natural foot- 
formed shoe, with the hygi- 
enic toe and an easy tread, 
allowing freedom to 
the foot muscles and 
mild support to the 
arch and ankle. 

If you have good 
feet, Orthopedic will 
keep them good, 
if they are not, 


will help 
them. In 
ordering 
address 


Dept. H. 


James S. Coward 
262-274 Greenwich Street, N.Y. 
(Near Warren Street) 

Sold Nowhere Else 


For Sixty years the leading American Business College — witli qualify any ambitious, 
intelligent young man or woman for a paying position In s «ingle year (or less). If you 
want to get a start and can afford the preparation which assures promo- 
tion, Eastman can help you. Finishing vocational courses in Accounting, 
Bauking, Civil Service, Penmanship, Stenography, Typewriting, Business 
English, Advertising, Salesmanship, etc., taught by experienced, efficient, 
and faithful tenchers. Exceptional opportunities for self-help and advance. 
ment to capable young people of high character. Individual training for 


what do you advise?” : 
Cavanaugh groaned. “Strike!” he 
—— eae Ree that eee Ronee 

e kills you. e’s dangerous. now . : 

what I'm talking about.” Just Fifteen Minutes a Day, 
j if devoted to Dr. Eliot’s Five-Foot Shelf of Books, will give 
He got to his feet and swayed, bal- | Hive r cr he tuntacntats of oir te 
anced on his trembling legs like a gro- | tion. Ask for free booklet. No obligation. Address De- 
tesque scarecrow. He had put his hand | partment D, Collier's, 416 W. 13th Street, New York City. 


persons who need to be interested, encourag.d, taught how to study, and made self- 
reliant, Special rates to good musicians, Moderate expenses. New ‘atudenta enrol and begin 
work any week day. No vacations. Summer term begins July 7. Write for prospectus. Address 


CLEMENT C. GAINES, M. A., LL.D., Box 965, Poughkeepsie, N. Y. 
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@ Come where the 


game fish really are 
—come to the natural 
playground where ten 
thousand cool lakes and 


preat reaches of piney 
orests afford you endless variety. 


SCENERY - CLIMATE 
SPORT 
—whether it be golfing, tennis, 
fishing, sailing, canoeing, the pack- 
sack trail of the old voyageur or 
a motor journey over a network 
of good highways—all are here 
plus that character of good hotel 
accommodations which makes 

your vacation perfect. 

, Reduced Summer Fares 
Write for acroplane view map folder 
of Minnesota—sent free on request, 
Ten Thousand Lakes of Minnesota 

; ation 
Operating Under the Direction of 


Minnesota Land and Lake 
Attractions Board 
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brine Black Beauty 


Don’t buy an ordinary bicycle. Get 
the Black Beauty—/factory direct; 
wholesale price. Magnificent wheel 
Strongest, raciest in all cycledom. 
Five-year guarantee, 

18 Exclusive Features 
See the wheel before payinga cent. 
Get our Catalog; select your 
model. 20 Styles. We shipat our 
own risk. Keep orreturn. No 
waiting to saveup money. Months 
to pay—small amount on accept- 
ance, then $1 a week. 


Sundries £<¢0"4 Scary prices 


BeautifulNe 


C atalog in colors 


FLOR DE 


MELBA 


The Cigar Supreme _ 


1. LEWIS CIGAR MFG. CO. i 
Newark, N. J., Makers 10c 


FOR SALE EVERYWHERE 


P. F. COLLIER & SON, Ixc., Publishers 


Thomas L. Briggs, President; A. C. G. Hammesfahr, 
Vice President and General Manager; G. J. Kennedy, 


Vice President; F. H. Rice, Vice President; A. B. 

Casey, Treasurer; George M. O'Neil, Secretary, 416 

West 13th St., New York, N. Y.; 6 Henrietta St., 
London, W.C. 


, 5 5 
It’s a Big Economizer of Money and Space— 
Dr, Eliot's famous Five-Foot Shelf of Books. Every great 
thinker has in one or two characteristic works covered his 
main idea—given us his basic thought. At least find out 
about this famous library, so widely known and read. Book- 
let Free. Dept. K, P. F. Collier & Son, 416 W, 13th St., N Y. 
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in his coat pocket and had found that 
his revolver was still there! For an in- 
stant he saw the gracious, white-whisk- 
ered President through a mist. Signor 
Pug’s back was turned. There was 
nothing to prevent the firing of the 
historical shot which would rid Magella 
of—of a benevolent dictator. Nothing, 
that is, save a burning in Cayanaugh’s 
breast. 

Suddenly he shouted in a strangled 
voice: “Say! Let’s get out of here. 
I’m sick.” 


UG tore himself away from the fas- 

cinating Miss Diego and, running to 
the fur merchant’s side, possessed him- 
self of his arm. Very affectionately, 
murmuring excuses and sympathy, he 
steered Mr. Cavanaugh, biologist and 
athlete, through the garden, past the 
astonished, barefooted sentry at the 
palace gate and into the Piazza. Then 
he led him still more firmly to the Café 
Albion, haunt of sports and official 
faultfinders, and sat him down at a 
table, signaling instantly for two tall 
glasses of something cool. 

“Cavanaugh,” he said, “you are a 
genuine native son. I took a chance 
on you, being an amateur psychologist 
and a believer in the Yankee golden 


rule. Trust a man and you’ve chained 
him hand and foot. Now let me see 
the wad.” 


Cayanaugh put it on the table. “It’s 
short one hundred dollars and fifty- 
seven cents. I bought passage on the 
Libertad, sailing to-morrow morning to 
Rio. I was going back to Philadelphia 
—out of this awful hole. I’m no dago. 
I’m a white man. This country has 
swallowed me. Swallowed me!” 

Cavanaugh shoved the cool drink 
aside with a single violent gesture of 
his fat hand and burst into tears. 

Signor Pug whistled softly. “Would 
you know Cammarillo’s agent if you 
should see him again?” 

Cavanaugh lifted his head and skill- 
fully recovered the drink. “No. They 
all look alike to me, these patriots, 
these liberty-loving conspirators. I’m 
through. I’ve had enough of it. I’m 
sailing to-morrow—with the money.” 

“No, you’re not. I’m going to fill the 
hole in that ten thousand, and you, Mr. 
Cavanaugh, are going to jog back- 
country and pay your debt to Cam- 
marillo. You can tell him that there 
was some mistake. His agent took you 
for a half-breed—owing to your coat 
of tan and pleasant ways. You can 
tell him that Philadelphia gave you 
birth, that your middle name is O’Brien, 
and that your hair is red.” 

Cavanaugh rubbed his hand across 
his polished dome. “And who are you?” 
he demanded. 

“My grandmother was born on Chest- 
nut Street,” Pug answered. “Have an- 
other?” 

Which might have been the end of 
Cavanaugh’s story if there were no 
truth in the proverb which explains 
the infinite possibilities of a cup’s jour- 
ney to the lips. 


OUNTED on a languid mule, Cava- 
naugh left Magella at nightfall, 
when the city lay wrapped in purple 
shadows, fireflies glittered in the gar- 
dens, and guitars and concertinas made 
sweet music in the narrow streets. He 
rode through the old Indian trail, where 
the brand-new rails of the American 
railway glowed like two platinum 
threads. Then up, toward the plateau 
of the Marias. His destination lay be- 
yond the farthermost railway camp, in 
the desolate reaches of the campagna. 
For two days he rode steadily for- 
ward, leaving the sea behind. Ten 
thousand dollars nestled against his 
breast. He was clad in a decent suit 
of clothes and wore a pair of brand- 
new yellow shoes with high heels. On 
his head, sheltering his polished crown 
from the withering sun, he flaunted one 
of the Consul’s American straw hats 
with a crimson band. In his vest pocket 
there was a ticket marked “Magella- 
Key West-Philadelphia.” He sang as he 
traversed the road to redemption. Not 
Moody-Sankey hymns, but “There’ll Be 
a Hot Time in the Old Town To-night” 
and “After the Ball.” 


51 


Why Germs Breed 


On Your Teeth 


All Statements Approved by High Dental Authorities 


They Breed in a Film 


The teeth’s great enemy is a slimy 
film. You feel it with your tongue. 


The tooth brush doesn’t end it. So 
millions of people who brush teeth daily 
do’not prevent tooth troubles. 


That film is what discolors, not your 
teeth. It is the basis of tartar. It 
holds food substance which ferments 
and forms acid. It holds the acid in 
contact with the teeth to cause decay. 


Dentists call it “bacterial plaque,” 
because millions of germs breed in it. 
They, with tartar, are the chief cause of 
pyorrhea. Thus most tooth troubles 
are caused by that film. 


The film It gets into 


is clinging. 


crevices, hardens and stays. The or- 
dinary dentifrice doesn’t dissolve it, 
That is why brushed teeth so. generally 
discolor and decay. Statistics show that 
tooth troubles have been constantly 
increasing. 


Dental science has long sought a way 
to combat that film. It has now been. 
found. Convincing clinical tests by able 
authorities prove this beyond question: 
Leading dentists all over America now 
urge its use. 


The method is embodied in a denti- 
frice called Pepsodent —a delightful 
product. And to quickly make its action 
known we arc offering to millions a 
ten-day trial tube. 


A Ten-Day Test Amazes 


Pepsodent will do its own convincing. 
Just ask for this free tube, watch its 
effects, then look at your teeth in ten 
days. The book we send will explain to 
you all the unique effects. 


Pepsodent is based on pepsin, the 
digestant of albumin. The film is 
albuminous matter. The object of 


’ Pepsodent is to dissolve it, then to con-~ 


stantly combat it. 


Pepsin alone is inert. It must be 
activated, and the usual method is an 
acid harmful to the teeth. So Pepsin 
long seemed debarred. But science now 
has found a harmless activating method. 
Patents have been granted by five gov- 
ernments already. That method, used 
in Pepsodent, is fast bringing about a 
new era in teeth cleaning. 


You should find this out. You have 
found that old methods do not end 
this film. Find now a way that does. 


Send the coupon for a 10-Day Tube. 


Use like any tooth paste. Note how 
clean the teeth feel after using. Mark 
the absence of the slimy film. See how 
the teeth whiten as the fixed film 
disappears. 


Do that for ten days. If the results 
delight you, get them always. And 
teach your children how to really clean 
their teeth. You will find folks all about 
you who are doing that today. 


Cut out the coupon now. 


Ten-Day Tube Free 


THE PEPSODENT CoO., 
Dept. 532, 1104 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago, Ill. 


Mail Ten-Day Tube of Pepsodent to 


Péepsadent 


REG. U.S. 


The New-Day Dentifrice 


A scientific tooth paste based on activated pepsin. 


An efficient film combatant, 


now endorsed by dentists everywhere and sold by druggists in large tubes. 
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WHERE TO GO TO LIVE 
Ideal Locations Where Real Homes Are Built 


Now Is The Time To Buy A Farm In Good Old 
U.S.A. Although the war is over, the demand for food 
continues. The business of producing things to eat, there- 
fore, gives promise of paying satisfactory dividends. The 
U.S. Railroad Administration offers the co-operation of its 
Homeseekers Bureau to those who wish to engage in farm- 
ing, stock raising, dairying, poultry raising, fruit growing, 
and kindred pursuits. Free information will be furnished 
about farm opportunities in any State on request. Write 
today. Give me the name of the State you want informa- 
tion about; say what line of farm activity you wish to fol- 
low, and the number of acres you will need, and let me 
know what kind of terms you desire. The more particu- 
lars you can send regarding your requirements, the better 
I can serve you. othing to Sell. Only Information to 
Give. J.L, Edwards, Manager, Agricultural Section, U.8, 
Railroad Administration, Room 287, Washington, D. C. 


America’s Eden—Southwest Georgia—Invites In- 
vestigation. Valuable information—Free—for homeseekers, 
investors, farmers, cattle and hog raisers, and people in all 
ursuits. Write today for Free copy of our Let the World 
ow edition. The rich every-month-in-the-year oppor- 
tunities of Thomas and Grady counties detailed interest- 
ingly, handsomely illustrated. Free, Write today. The 
Times-Enterprise, Thomasville, Ga. 


Own Your Own Orange Grove In Beautiful Fruit- 
land Park. Let us tell you how melons, peaches, cotton, 
your first crops, should hel Pay for your grove. Board 
of Trade, 254 Trade Bldg., Fruitland Park, Florida, 


We Will Build You Your Home On A Rich Farm 
within twelve miles of Jacksonville and you can pay for it 
at the rate of $5.00 monthly. Write today for full par- 
ticulars. Jax Heights Imp. Co., Jacksonville, Florida, 


Rich Land In Michigan. Grains, Poultry, Fruit, 
stock, Big yields, 10 to 80 A. $15 to $30 per A. Sy pay- 
ments. Write for free booklet, excursion rates and dates. 
Swigart Land Co., R145, First Nat'l Bank, Chicago, Ill. 


BE 


FOR AUTO OWNERS 
Aids to the Better Operation of Your Car 


Auto Stolen? Why Pay! $5 To $20 For A Thief 
lock? Send $2.50 for the Security!Ignition Outfit—attached 
to any car in five minutes by yourself in a secret place. 
You alone know the location. That's where the value is. 
Nothing in sight. No key to lose. Electricity cut off in 
second. If you have a lock this outfit may save the lock 
and cartoo. Full directions. No circulars. No agents. 
Both cost money. Order from this now. Check, money- 
order, stamps. Auto Safety Co., Cambridge, Mass. 


INVENTION — PATENT ATTORNEYS 
Tenders of Professional Service and Advice 


Patents Promptly Procured. Send Sketch Or 
model for actual search of U.S. Patents. Highest 
references. Personal Service. Moderate fees. Write for 
free patent book. George P. Kimmel, Patent Lawyer, 
$70, Oriental Bldg., Washington, D. C. 


Mason, Fenwick & Lawrence, Washington, 
—New York—Chicago. Estb. over half a century. 
references, Send description and sketch. Information gratis 
concerning procedure. Trademarks, copyrights and pat- 
ents secured in U. 8. and foreign countries. Write us. 


Patents. Write For Free Illustrated Guide B. 
How To Obtain A Patent. Send model or sketch an 
description for free opinion as to its patentable nature. 
Highest References. Prompt Attention. Reasonable terms, 
Victor J. Evans & Co., 631 Ninth, Washington, D. C. 


Patent What You Invent. It May Be Valuable. 
Write me. No attorney's fee until patent is allowed, 
Estab. 1882. “‘Inventor’s Guide" Free. Franklin H. Hough, 
538 Loan & Trust Bldg., Washington, D. C. 


Inventors—Send Sketch Of Your Invention For 
advice regarding patent protection. 20 Years’ Experience. 
Hand-book on tents sent Free. Talbert & Talbert, 
Patent Lawyers, 4204 Talbert Bidg., Washington, D.C. 


Patent-Sense. ‘The Book For Inventors And Man- 
ufacturers."" Free. Lacey, 653 F Street, 
N. W., Washington, D. C. Established 1869. 


Inventors Desiring To Secure Patents Should 
send for our free Guide Book *“‘How To Get Your Patent." 
Randolph & Co., Dept. 156, Washington, D. C. 


HELP WANTED 


Openings Everywhere for Active Agents 


$75.00 Weekly Selling Famous Pictures 11x14 
original photos soldiers and sailors in groups forming 
human “Liberty Bell,”’ ‘United States Shield,” “American 
Eagle” and 10 others. Most wonderful pictures produced. 
Enormous demand, Sample free. Mole & Thomas, Sole 
Producers, 1815 Medinah Bldg., Chicago. 


Railway Traffic Inspectors; Splendid Pay And 
expenses; travel if desired; unlimited advancement. No 
age limit, Three months; home study. Situation yar ET 
Prepare for permanent position. Write for booklet CM-10, 
Standard Business Training Institute, Buffalo, N. Y. 


We Need Distributors In Every Section As Retail 
and wholesale representatives of Rotastrop. Thousands 
béing sold. Demand enormous. 100% profit. Exclusive 
territory to right man. Permanent, profitable business. 
Write quick fordetails, Burke Mfg.Co., Dept.C-1, Dayton,O. 


How Much Gasoline Can You Sell At 2c Per Gal- 
lon? A tube of Carbonvoid at $1.00 saves $5. in gasoline. 
World tests for four years to prove it. Secure exclusive 
Fo cad your county. ““Carbonvoid,'’ Box “K,”’ Bradley 

ach, N. J. 


Agents: Big Pay And Free Automobile Introduc- 
ing wonderful new gasoline saver, RAE oe) five-year 
spark plugs, and other economical auto necessities. Out- 
fit free. Baliwey, 11 Sta. F., Louisville, Ky. 


$1.85 For Men’s Made-To-Order Pants — Worth 
$5.00. Sample free. Money-making offer for agents, part 
time or all. Write today. Chicago Tailors’ Association, 
Dept. M452, 515 So. Franklin St., Chicago. 


Insyde Tyres. Inner Armour For Auto Tires. Pre- 
vent punctures and blowouts. Double Tire mileage. Big 
profits. American AccessoriesCo., Dept.78, Cincinnati,Ohio, 


Stop Daily Grind, Business Worth While. 1 Start 
you silvering Mirrors, Plating tableware Home. Sure in- 
come. Plans Free, Clarence Sprinkle, Dept.Icy, Marion,Ind. 


Agents: Large Profits. Free eargeeey Gold Sign 
Letters any one can put on windows, Liberal offer to gen- 
eralagent, Metallic Letter Co.,431T, N. Clark, Chicagu. 


‘ 


BUSINESS OPENINGS 
Real Opportunities for Wide-Awake People 


To Sell Direct To Consumer—A Nationally Known 
manufacturer wants salesmen who have house-to-house 
selling experience and can organize and manage selling 
crews—to sell a nationally advertised household necessity, 
endorsed by Good Housekeeping Institute. Give complete 
information about yourself with references. Write Dept. 
L, 238 Brush Street, Detroit, Mich. 


Enter A Business Of Your Own And Earn Big 
annual income in professional fees, making and fitting a 
foot 5) ialty to measure; readily learned by anyone at 
home ina few weeks; easy terms for training, openings 
everywhere with all the trade you can attend to; no capi- 
tal required or goods to buy, no agency or soliciting. 
Address Stephenson Laboratory, 4 Back Bay, Boston, Mass. 


Exclusive Territory —We Want Capable Men As 
distributors or agency men. The opportunity is as big as 
the man. Anautomobile owner can make over $500 month- 
ly controlling ourlines. Unless able to make an investment 
in keeping with a high grade proposition don't answer. 
Alcemo Mfg. Co., 20-C Bridge Street, Newark, N. J. 


“How To Start In Business For Yourself” Is A 
little book sent free by a large hesiery manufacturer selling 
its entire output through special representatives direct to 
the wearers. It shows you how to build “for keeps” and 
how to make up to $2,500 a year as some are doing. Write 
for it today. Geo. G. Clows Co., Dept. 4-H, Phila., Pa. 


Wanted: Ambitious Workers Everywhere, To Es- 
tablish Collection Bureaus. Be independent—make big in- 
come yearly, No capital required. We train you and refer 
business to you. “Scientific Facts’’ Free. National Collec- 
tion Bureau, Dept. 2, 65 Maynard, Columbus, O. 


PERSONAL 
Ideas That Will Appeal to Your Self-Interest 


The Diamond And Gold Mint Is Liberal And 
prompt. Send us by mail or express any discarded jew- 
elry, new or broken, diamonds, watches, old gold, silver, 
platinum magneto points, false teeth or bridge work. We 
send cash at once and hold your goods until we hear our 
offer is accepted. If not satisfactory your goods are re- 
turned at our expense. Highest bank references. Address 
The Diamond Mint, Dept. L, 5102 Euclid Ave., Cleveland, O. 


Cash—Send By Mail Any Discarded Jewelry, 
new or broken, Diamonds, Watches, old gold, silver, plati- 
num, magneto points, false tecth in any shape, We send 
cash at once and hold your goods 10 days. Your’ goods 
returned at our expense if our offeris unsatisfactory. New 
catalog of Bargains in new jewelry-sentjfree, Liberty 
Refining Co., Est. 1899, B-432 Wood St., Pittsburgh, Pa. 


' Free To Writers—A Wonderful Little Book Of 
money-making hints, suggestions, ideas; the A B C of suc- 
cessful Story and Movie-Play writing. Absolutely Free, 
Just address Authors’ Press. Dept. 22, Auburn, N. Y. 


Write News Items And Short Stories For Pay 
in spare time. Copyright book and plans Free. Press 
Reporting Syndicate, 440, St. Louis, Mo. 


HIGH-GRADE SALESMEN 


Open Doors to Bigger, Better Connections 


Men & Women— Become Independent—Own Your 
business, experience unnecessary selling our $6000 Acci- 
dental Death, $30.00 Accident. $25.00 Sick Weekly Rene- 
fits. $10.50 yearly, half amounts $5.50. Guaranteed steady 
income from renewals. $250,000 deposited Insurance 
Department. Registration Dept. C, Newark. N. J. 

Saleemen—City Or Traveling. Experience Un- 
necessary. Send for list of openings and full particulars, 
Prepare in spare time to earn the big salaries — $2,500 to 
$10,000 a year. Employment service rendered Members, 
Natl. Salesmen’s Tr. Ass'n, Dept. 104G, Chicago, Ills. 


OF INTEREST TO WOMEN 
Money-Making and Money-Saving Chances 
1000 Women Wanted To Sell National Dress 
Goods, Silks, Waistings, etc. Steady Income, The *Na- 
tional” line is the best. Newest goods—big assortments— 


rompt deliveries. Our plan will appeal to you—Write To- 
y. National Dress Goods Co,, Dept 50, 8 Beach St., N.Y. 


FOR THE PHOTOGRAPHER 
How and Where to Get (uick, Economical Service 
Mail Us 15¢ With Any Size Film For Development 
and six velvet prints. Or send 6 negatives any size and 15c 


for 6 prints. Prompt Service. Perfect work. Roanoke 
Photo Finishing Co., 224 Bell Avenue, Roanoke, Va. 


FOR THE MAN WHO SMOKES 
Where and How to Buy at Least Cost 


Big Sample Fine Old Kentucky Home Spun Smok- 
ing Tobacco, aged and mellowed two years in wood, 10c 
postpaid. You never tasted better. Send for your sample 
to-day. Pete Moberly, Box 620, Owensboro, Ky. 


BUSINESS SERVICE 


Collections, Incorporation, Expert Advice, etc. 


5s 


Incorporate In Arizona. LeastCost. Greatest Ad- 
vantages. Incorporation completed in one day. Stock made 
full paid non-assessable. Clientele of over 50,000. Get our 
book, Stoddard Incorporating Co., Box 8-K, Phoenix, Ariz. 


POULTRY AND GARDEN 


Suggestions Worthy Attention and Thought 


Baby Chicks. Delivered Anywhere. Lots Of 
money made in raising them. Catalog and full details free, 
Mammoth Hatchery, W. Glen Ellyn, Il. 


WHERE TO BUY BY MAIL 
The Best Things at the Right Prices 
We Want You To Try Our Bath Powder. Will 


send you Sample and Beauty Book Free. Address Royal 
Bath Balm Co., Box A, Little Falls, N. Y. 


BANKING AND INVESTMENTS 


Information for Security Holders 


Increase Your Income. By Investing In Sound 
dividend paying industries under our easy payment plan. 
As little as $1.00 a month only required. Send for free 
booklet. Ricker Barnes & Co., 5 Beacon St., Boston, Mass. 


to fool Magella. He was going back, 
when he had paid his debt. 

On the evening of the third day there 
occurred the slip. Cavanaugh rode at 
dusk into the railway camp at Dora 
Riparia. It was Saturday, and the 
Fairchild Company’s employees had 
poured into the camp from the moun- 
tains, from the plains, from the sur- 
veying party’s farthest location, to cele- 
brate, to get drunk, and to make the 
night hideous with song. The single 
street of the improvised town was 
trodden into a morass of mud by Indi- 
ans, half-breeds, Italians, Portuguese, 
Yankees, slatternly women from ‘the 
seaboard, black-haired urchins, strings 
of mules, and huge creaking carts 
driven by shouting mozos. In the en- 

ineers’ quarters a tin-throated, canned 

cCormack sang “Mother Machree.” 
Further along Cavanaugh passed a 
*dobe house through whose open door 
he glimpsed various familiar, comfort- 
ing, and tempting things—a bar, many 
men leaning on it in attitudes of re- 
laxation, a table where there was card 
playing, and, at the back of the low, 
long, smoky room, a piano—a _ sure- 
enough, civilized, American piano. 

“T stop here,” he said. 

He tied his languid mule to a Ma- 
gellan hitching post made of bamboo 
poles, and propelled his fat self and 
Cammarillo’s ten thousand dollars into 
that magnetie place. Within ten min- 
utes he had stripped the wad of two 
crisp, brand-new notes, and was hold- 
ing a handful of greasy cards in the 
widespread fingers of his fat hands. A 
cigar was fixed between his teeth. The 
Consul’s hat hung on the farthermost 
peak of his glistening head, and behind 
him, wide-eyed, silent, tense, a crowd 
of chocolate adventurers watched the 
play. The tropics had “got” him again. 


HE next morning, when Signor Pug 

clattered into camp, the engineer in 
chief hailed him from the office door. 
There was an anxious line between his 
eyes. “More trouble,” he explained 
briefly. “Another American. Fellow 
named Cavanaugh. Lost ten thousand 
dollars at the Pace last night, and then 
shot up the place.” 

“Where is he?” 

The chief jerked his thumb over his 
shoulder. “Inside.” 

Cavanaugh was sprawled in the 
chief’s desk chair, more dead than 
alive. He opened a blackened eye and 
groaned. ‘“Swallowed,” he said in ex- 
planation. 

Pug smiled. 
was the lotus. 
naugh?” 

“Gone.” 

He sat quite still for a moment, con- 
templating the tips of his yellow shoes. 
“Oh, Gawd!” he exploded suddenly. 
“What next? I can’t go on and I can’t 
go back. Both ways, I’m done for.” 

Pug sat down on the edge of the 
chief’s desk and swung his feet. Quiet- 
ly he contemplated Mr. Cavanaugh. And 
he saw, beneath that hairless, polished 
skull, a cherished vision of home-sweet- 
home—neat rows of red-brick houses 
with white doors, decorous streets, trol- 
ley cars, parks—Cavanaugh’s promised 
land. “Well,” he said suddenly, “I guess 
I can stake you again. This time I'll 
write a check, begging your pardon. 
I’m not suspicious—only cautious.” 

“No!” Cavanaugh shouted, waving 
his arms. “I’m not going to pay an 
imaginary debt to a half-breed lover 
of liberty like Cammarillo. No one’s 
honest in this country. A true Magel- 
lan’d murder his mother for a dime. 
You can’t break into society unless 
you’ve robbed a bank or cheated an 
orphan. And you’re asking me to ride 
into Cammarillo’s camp with a harp in 
one hand and a check for ten thousand 
dollars in the other!” Suddenly Cava- 
naugh spat through the open window. 
“You sound like Little Lord Faunt- 
leroy,” he said. 

Pug laughed. “And you sound like 
a full-blooded, black-haired, shifty- 
eyed greaser—no good. Sounds are 
deceiving. If they weren’t, I’d be wear- 
ing curls and a red sash and you'd be 
sporting a stiletto up yoursleeve. There 
are two good reasons why you’d better 


“No,” he answered, “it 
Where’s the wad, Cava- 
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Air pressure not only 
affects the duration of 
your tires, it also has a 
very direct bearing on how 
many miles per gallon your 
gasoline will give you. 


Measure your at pressure with @ 


Schrader 


UNIVERSAL 
Tire Pressure Gauge 


and save not only your tires 
but your gas. 
When your tires are un- 
der-inflated it takes more 
gasoline to drag them 
along the road—some- 
times as much as 

25% more. 
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= bloycle. RANGER BICYCLES now como 
in 44 styles, colors and sizes. Greatly 
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models $16.75 up. WE DELIVER FREE 
to you om approval and 30 days trial and 
riding test, 

Our big FREE catalog shows every- 
thing new in bicycles and sundries, 
Write for it. 

4 TIRES, lamps, wheels, parts and 
supplies at half usual prices, 

Do not buy « bicycle, tires, or 
sundries until you get our swonderful 
new offers, low prices and liberal terms. 
A postal brings everything. 


Ranger 


Electric 
Lighted CYCLE COMPANY 
Motorbike MEAD Dept. H-54 Chicago 


you don"t have to be a genius. 
If you bave that fiking for 
drawing, you may bave in you 
the making of s successful cartoon- 
ist or flustretor, Write today for 
‘our free copy of /A Road to Bigger 
Inga’? telling how America's 32 
greatest cartoonists will help you 


Does ¥ Hand | 
ccrtedle 


develop your talent _ profitably. 
FEDERAL SCHOOL of APPLL 
CARTOONING 


9029 Warner Bidg., Minneapolis 


LARGE PROFITS Quickly made. We 
A supply stock and f ‘ou wl 
Y to market all a raise. for 
to $25 each. t our beaut: 
illustrated book," 
J STE on Raising” it's 
}» Elghth and Wainut Streets, Kansas City, Missouri. 


MUSIC MASTER REPRODUCER, #i:-="spngerfaPse: 
beautiful overtones — perfect harmony —no poratecin = eaaeetioes 
record ‘in full tone values just as played or sung by artint, Once 
Ra a 
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4-POUND FIBRE LEGS —ON EASY TERMS. 
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Ray Trautman, 652 Dean Building, Minneapolis, Minn. 

Trade-marks 


PATENTS Conrsns 
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VERY day thousands 

of men step into a new 

pair of “Florsheims,” 
knowing that superior 
quality gives satisfaction 
in comfort, service and ap- 
pearance. You can be sure 
of good shoes when you 
buy “ Florsheims.” 
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TATE 


Ten Dollars and up 


Consider the wear not the 
price per pair. Look for the 
quality mark . “ Florsheim.” 


The Florsheim Shoe 
Company 
CHICAGO, U.S. A. 
Write for 
booklet‘ Styles 
of the Times” | 
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IN SECURITIES OF ANY KIND 
Railroads, Industrial, Oil or Mining 
Needs the up-to-date records of earnings, dividends, 
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INVESTORS’ POCKET MANUAL 
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broker on application OR for 30 cents per copy 
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The FINANCIAL PRESS, 116 Broad St., N. Y. City 
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THORSON RABBIT Co., Dept. 55, AURORA, COLORADO 


The National Weekly 53 


pay up. You didn’t kill President Diego 
and you’re a white man. What d’you 
say?” 

“There’s no bait,” Cavanaugh de- 
manded with suspicion, “other than 
No.” 

“Then I'll go—because I’m afraid not 
to. You're finding it pretty expensive 
—making a purified saint out of H 
Cavanaugh! You think there’s some- 
thing decent in me. You’re beating the 
tambourine before the gates of heaven. 
You’re howling a hallelujah. Saved! 
Me? I’ve forgotten how to play square. 
I’m done. Give me-that check. Where’s 
the mule?” 


UG offered Cavanaugh his hand, but 

the fur merchant refused it. He 
stuck his heels into the big mule’s sides 
and clattered through the main street 
of Dora Riparia, out of the settlement 
and up the stony, treeless trail to the 
plateau. Cavanaugh knew his Magella. 
Years before, bearing that precious 
cargo of furs, he had taken this path 
into the savage interior. Now, a fallen 
angel, he traveled it again. And be- 
hind him there were ten years of bitter 
idleness, consuming sun, and devastat- 
ing thirst. He had slept in the dirty 
sand of the Esplanade beach, like a 
homeless mongrel. He had begged, bor- 
rowed, stolen, and bribed. He had not 
dared to lift his eyes to the flag hang- 
ing above the Consulate. He had learned 
how to roll a cigarette with one hand 
and to curse in three languages—lItal- 
ian, Spanish, and Tapadas. Beyond 
that his education had not progressed. 
He had been lonely. He had watched 
the burning days kindle into rose, 
flicker and fade into night. He had 
listened to the singing of a thousand 
love songs, the dull kerplunk of a mil- 
lion falling coconuts, the ceaseless hiss 
of tiny, fluted waves against the beach. 
Day was like day and night like night. 
And his hate had grown in him, burn- 
ing like a flame in his bosom. Outcast. 
Failure. Exile. Swallowed. 

He reached the plain and struck off 
toward the south, following a faint trail 
which led to Cammarillo’s rancho. One 
night he slept in the bush grass, with 
his head on his saddle. He dreamed. 
He wore a Salvation Army bonnet and 
trod the sanctified macadam of the 
Quaker City. He woke, and found tears 
on his cheeks. 


ATE that afternoon he spied the 
hacienda—a sun-baked place in a 
sparse grove of undernourished trees. 
A dozen peons ran out to meet him, but 
he galloped past them, straight into the 
courtyard of Cammarillo’s house. 

“The liberator!” he shouted. ‘‘Where 
is he?” 

Cammarillo was asleep in the patio. 
He sat up with a start, instantly awake, 
like a cat. When he saw the fat Ameri- 
can mounted on a mule his first thought 
was: “Ah! He wants more money. 
We shall see.” He got slowly to his 
feet and went forward with a sly smile 
of greeting. 

Cavanaugh grinned. For the moment 
he was looking down on the terrible 
revolutionist, the chocolate terror of 
Magella. He, Cavanaugh, had some- 
thing to say. It would be unpleasant 
listening for that stone-eyed half-breed. 

“Well?” Cammarillo asked. “Is it 
done, gringo?” 

Then something happened to the soul 
of H. E. Cavanaugh. A sort of unholy 
pride welled up in him and suffocated 
him. He felt his heart bursting and 
his lungs shrieking for air. He saw 
stars. He smiled a twisted smile and, 
putting his hand into his breast pocket, 
drew out Pug Fairchild’s check for ten 
thousand dollars. 

“Payable to you, amigo,” Cavanaugh 
said. “Did you think, you cross-eyed, 
unwashed, ignorant, evil-smelling, pie- 
faced mongrel of Satan, that you could 
bribe a Philadelphian?” 

Cammarillo stepped back a pace. His 
eyes closed. A shiver passed down his 
body. Cavanaugh waited, erect and 
braced, with a look of profound ecstasy. 
Then quietly, almost lovingly, Cam- 
marillo raised his arm, smiled, and 
shot Cavanaugh through the heart. 
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The** YANKEE” Quick 
Return Spiral Screw- 
driver makes a prac- 
tical and powerful 
Push Drill, too. 
You can obtain the 
Jollowing“ YAN- 
KEE" attachments: 
Chuck and eight 
Drill Points; 
Screw-holder; 
Screw-eye holder; 
Counter-sink. 


Just push on the handle of the “YANKEE” Quick Return 
Spiral Ratchet Screw-driver, and the spring pyle it back, 
ready for you to push again. You need not pull nor twist. Just 
PUSH! The spring holds the blade snugly in the screw-slot. 
To draw the screw, just reverse the Ratchet Shifter and— 
Push! Works just as well in reverse. 

And speed? Fast as you can move your hand, You can’t 
outspeed the Return Spring. 

Best of all, you can work one-handed, ’way up over your head 
and in awkward places where you can’t use both hands. 

Right- and left-hand and rigid adjustment at the touch of your 


finger to the shifter. 
Quick Return Spiral Ratchet Screw- 


“YANKEE” driver. With three sizes of bits. 


No. 130—Standard Size (illustrated) Price $2.70 

No. 131—Heavy Pattern . . . .« Price $3.50 

No. 135—Light Pattern . . » Price $2.15 
YOUR DEALER CAN SUPPLY YOU 


Write for free “YANKEE” Tool Book showing “YANKEE” 
Tools in action; better ways of drilling, boring, tapping, and 
driving and drawing screws. 
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Prevents Delays— Saves Repair Bills 
Take a Shaler on every trip. 
Then, if you get a puncture many miles away from 
a repair shop, you can repair the tube—as good as 
new—in 5 minutes. 


_This complete tube repair outfit—small, compact, can con- 
veniently be carried in your car—saves time, saves repair bills, 
prevents delays—makes it unnecessary to carry spare tubes. 


Complete Outfit—with 12 Patch-&-Heat Units— 
$1.50 at All Dealers 


C. A. Shaler Co., 1103 Fourth St., Waupun, Wis. 


FREE BOOK—“‘Care and Repair of Tires’’ 
mailed on request . 


